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Macandrew stared in contempt at the back of
the fellow as he went. " A nice boy that. Too
bright and bonny for my ship. What's that he
was saying about Jessie f " He tried to see where
she was, and lowered his voice. " I know his kind.
I saw them together last night, in the Dock Road.
What does she have anything to do with him for ?
We know her of course . . . but even then . . .
She's really not a bad sort. She's like that
with all those young dogs. Can't help it, I
suppose."

He moved to the bar, a massive figure, beyond
the age of a sea-going engineer, but still as light on
his feet as a girl. " Where's she gone ? " He
pushed open one of the little glass screens, and
put his petulant face, with its pale eyes set like
aquamarines in bronze, into an opening too small
to frame it. " Can you see her, Hanson ? "

Hanson winked at me, adjusted the spectacles
on his nose, and grinned. With that grin, and
his spectacles, he was as surprising as a handsome
gargoyle. His height compelled him to lean
forward and to grin downward, even when
speaking to a big man like Macandrew. He
turned to his chief now, and both hands